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Kaaba are among Churchward's many interesting heir-
looms.

For my benefit Mahmoud one afternoon put on the
original Eastern robes he wore at the Holy City. They
were of great gorgeousness, the Bedouin headdress
shining with green, red and numerous other colours,
closely interwoven with silver. Without the slightest
self-consciousness he took a stroll down a Johannesburg
street in this garb in full sight of a gang of amazed little
boys playing outside neighbouring surburban villas*

The old pilgrim from Aldershot now rests among the
bowers of Paradise. His life of struggle and excite-
ment, of intercourse with white celebrities and desert
chiefs, with Sybil Thornclike and the Emir Feisal, with
George Robey and the Cadi of Egypt, with Queen
Victoria and the Sheikh of Zamzam has ended*

Just before his sudden death, which came to him
as he stood at work beside his beloved paint frames,
I succeeded in completing the following record of Church-
ward's most romantic Eastern enterprise- In the course
of many conversations, bubbling over with qtiaint
digressions, the scenic-artist told me the story. His
arrival always brought with it a vista of that won-
drous territory where jinns and rocs are not quite
impossible.

In setting down Hedley Churchward's adventures
I have tried as much as possible to use the old gentle*